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Det var i den tid jeg gikk omkring og sultet i
Kristiania, denne forunderlige by som ingen
forlater for han har fatt merker av den. Jeg
ligger vaken pa min kvist og hgrer en klokke
under meg sla seks slag, det var allerede
ganske lyst og folk begynte a ferdes opp og
ned i trappene. Nede ved dgren, hvor mitt
rom var tapetsert med gamle nummer av
«Morgenbladet», kunne jeg sa tydelig se en
bekjentgjarelse fra fyrdirekteren, og litt til
venstre derfra en fet, bugnende annonse fra

Det var i den tid jeg gikk omkring og sultet
i Kristiania, denne forunderlige by som
ingen forlater fer han har fatt merker av
den. Jeg ligger vaken pa min kvist og herer
en klokke under meg sla seks slag, det var
allerede ganske lyst og folk begynte a fer-
des opp og ned i trappene. Nede ved deren,
hvor mitt rom var tapetsert med gamle
nummer av «Morgenbladet», kunne jeg sa
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DET VAR | DEN TID JEG GIKK OMKRING OG
SULTET | KRISTIANIA, DENNE FORUNDER-
LIGE BY SOM INGEN FORLATER F@R HAN
HAR FATT MERKER AV DEN. JEG LIGGER
VAKEN PA MIN KVIST OG HORER EN KLOKKE
UNDER MEG SLA SEKS SLAG, DET VAR ALLE-
REDE GANSKE LYST OG FOLK BEGYNTE A
FERDES OPP OG NED | TRAPPENE. NEDE VED
D@REN, HVOR MITT ROM VAR TAPETSERT
MED GAMLE NUMMER AV <MORGENBLADET»,
KUNNE JEG SA TYDELIG SE EN BEKJENT-

DET VAR | DEN TID JEG GIKK OMKRING OG
SULTET | KRISTIANIA, DENNE FORUNDER-
LIGE BY SOM INGEN FORLATER FOR HAN
HAR FATT MERKER AV DEN. JEG LIGGER
VAKEN PA MIN KVIST OG HORER EN KLOKKE
UNDER MEG SLA SEKS SLAG, DET VAR ALLE-
REDE GANSKE LYST OG FOLK BEGYNTE A
FERDES OPP OG NED | TRAPPENE. NEDE
VED DAREN, HVOR MITT ROM VAR TAPET-
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Det var i den tid jeg gikk omkring og sultet i Kristiania, denne forun-
derlige by som ingen forlater fer han har fatt merker av den. Jeg lig-
ger vaken pa min kvist og herer en klokke under meg sla seks slag,
det var allerede ganske lyst og folk begynte a ferdes opp og ned i
trappene. Nede ved deren, hvor mitt rom var tapetsert med gamle
nummer av «<Morgenbladet», kunne jeg sa tydelig se en bekjentgje-
relse fra fyrdirekteren, og litt til venstre derfra en fet, bugnende
annonse fra baker Fabian Olsen om nybakt brgd. Straks jeg slo opp
gynene begynte jeg av gammel vane a tenke etter om jeg hadde noe a
glede meg til i dag. Det hadde vzert litt knapt for meg i den siste tiden,
den ene etter den andre av mine eiendeler var brakt til «<Onkel», jeg
var blitt nerves og utalmodig, et par ganger hadde jeg ogsa ligget til
sengs en dags tid av svimmelhet. Na og da, nar lykken var god, kunne
jeg drive det til a fa fem kroner av et eller annet blad for en fgljetong.
Det lysnet mer og mer og jeg ga meg til a lese pa annonsene nede ved
deren, jeg kunne til og med skimte de magre, grinende bokstavene om
«Liksvep hos Jomfru Andersen, til hgyre i porten». Det sysselsatte
meg en lang stund, jeg herte klokken sla atte nedenunder fer jeg stod
opp og kledde pa meg. Jeg apnet vinduet og sa ut. Der hvor jeg stod
hadde jeg utsikt til en klessnor og en apen mark, langt ute Ia pipen til-
bake av en nedbrent smie hvor noen arbeidere var i ferd med a rydde
opp. Jeg la meg med albuene ned i vinduet og stirret ut i luften. Det
ble ganske visst en lys dag. Hasten var kommet, den fine, svale arsti-
den, hvor allting skifter farge og forgar. Steyen var allerede begynt a
lyde i gatene og lokket meg ut. Dette tomme veerelse, hvis gulv gynget
opp og ned for hvert skritt jeg tok bortover det, var som en gisten,
uhyggelig likkiste, det var ikke ordentlig 13s for deren og ingen ovn i
rommet. Jeg pleide a ligge pa strempene mine om natten, for a fa dem
litt terre til om morgenen. Det eneste, jeg hadde a forngye meg ved
var en liten red gyngestol som jeg satt i om kveldene og deste og
tenkte pa mange slags ting. Nar det blaste hardt og derene neden-
under sto apne lgd det alle slags underlige hvin opp gjennom gulvet
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Det var i den tid jeg gikk omkring og sultet i Kristiania, denne forun-
derlige by som ingen forlater fer han har fatt merker av den. Jeg lig-
ger vaken pa min kvist og herer en klokke under meg sla seks slag,
det var allerede ganske lyst og folk begynte a ferdes opp og ned i
trappene. Nede ved daren, hvor mitt rom var tapetsert med gamle
nummer av «Morgenbladet», kunne jeg sa tydelig se en bekjentgje-
relse fra fyrdirekteren, og litt til venstre derfra en fet, bugnende
annonse fra baker Fabian Olsen om nybakt bred. Straks jeg slo opp
oynene begynte jeg av gammel vane a tenke etter om jeg hadde noe
a glede meg til i dag. Det hadde veert litt knapt for meg i den siste
tiden, den ene etter den andre av mine eiendeler var brakt til
«Onkel», jeg var blitt nerves og utalmodig, et par ganger hadde jeg
ogsa ligget til sengs en dags tid av svimmelhet. Na og da, nar lykken
var god, kunne jeg drive det til 3 fa fem kroner av et eller annet blad
for en faljetong. Det lysnet mer og mer og jeg ga meg til & lese pa
annonsene nede ved daren, jeg kunne til og med skimte de magre,
grinende bokstavene om «Liksvep hos Jomfru Andersen, til hayre i
porten». Det sysselsatte meg en lang stund, jeg herte klokken sla
atte nedenunder fer jeg stod opp og kledde pa meg. Jeg apnet vin-
duet og sa ut. Der hvor jeg stod hadde jeg utsikt til en klessnor og en
apen mark, langt ute Ia pipen tilbake av en nedbrent smie hvor noen
arbeidere var i ferd med a rydde opp. Jeg la meg med albuene ned i
vinduet og stirret ut i luften. Det ble ganske visst en lys dag. Hasten
var kommet, den fine, svale arstiden, hvor allting skifter farge og for-
gar. Steyen var allerede begynt a lyde i gatene og lokket meg ut.
Dette tomme veerelse, hvis gulv gynget opp og ned for hvert skritt
jeg tok bortover det, var som en gisten, uhyggelig likkiste, det var
ikke ordentlig Ias for deren og ingen ovn i rommet. Jeg pleide a ligge
pa strempene mine om natten, for a fa dem litt terre til om morge-
nen. Det eneste, jeg hadde a forneye meg ved var en liten red gyn-
gestol som jeg satt i om kveldene og daste og tenkte pa mange slags
ting. Nar det blaste hardt og derene nedenunder sto apne led det

Store Norske Skriftkompani



DET VAR | DEN TID JEG GIKK OMKRING OG SULTET | KRISTIANIA,
DENNE FORUNDERLIGE BY SOM INGEN FORLATER F@R HAN HAR FATT
MERKER AV DEN. JEG LIGGER VAKEN PA MIN KVIST OG HORER EN
KLOKKE UNDER MEG SLA SEKS SLAG, DET VAR ALLEREDE GANSKE
LYST OG FOLK BEGYNTE A FERDES OPP OG NED | TRAPPENE. NEDE
VED D@REN, HVOR MITT ROM VAR TAPETSERT MED GAMLE NUMMER
AV «<MORGENBLADET», KUNNE JEG SA TYDELIG SE EN BEKJENTGJ@-
RELSE FRA FYRDIREKT@REN, OG LITT TIL VENSTRE DERFRA EN FET,
BUGNENDE ANNONSE FRA BAKER FABIAN OLSEN OM NYBAKT BR@D.
STRAKS JEG SLO OPP @YNENE BEGYNTE JEG AV GAMMEL VANE A
TENKE ETTER OM JEG HADDE NOE A GLEDE MEG TIL | DAG. DET HADDE
VERT LITT KNAPT FOR MEG | DEN SISTE TIDEN, DEN ENE ETTER DEN
ANDRE AV MINE EIENDELER VAR BRAKT TIL «ONKEL», JEG VAR BLITT
NERV@S OG UTALMODIG, ET PAR GANGER HADDE JEG OGSA LIGGET
TIL SENGS EN DAGS TID AV SVIMMELHET. NA OG DA, NAR LYKKEN VAR
GOD, KUNNE JEG DRIVE DET TIL A FA FEM KRONER AV ET ELLER
ANNET BLAD FOR EN F@LJETONG. DET LYSNET MER OG MER OG JEG
GA MEG TIL A LESE PA ANNONSENE NEDE VED D@REN, JEG KUNNE TIL
0G MED SKIMTE DE MAGRE, GRINENDE BOKSTAVENE OM «LIKSV@P
HOS JOMFRU ANDERSEN, TIL HGYRE | PORTEN». DET SYSSELSATTE
MEG EN LANG STUND, JEG H@RTE KLOKKEN SLA ATTE NEDENUNDER
F@R JEG STOD OPP OG KLEDDE PA MEG. JEG APNET VINDUET OG SA
UT. DER HVOR JEG STOD HADDE JEG UTSIKT TIL EN KLESSNOR OG EN
APEN MARK, LANGT UTE LA PIPEN TILBAKE AV EN NEDBRENT SMIE
HVOR NOEN ARBEIDERE VAR | FERD MED A RYDDE OPP. JEG LA MEG
MED ALBUENE NED | VINDUET OG STIRRET UT | LUFTEN. DET BLE GAN-
SKE VISST EN LYS DAG. HGSTEN VAR KOMMET, DEN FINE, SVALE ARS-
TIDEN, HVOR ALLTING SKIFTER FARGE OG FORGAR. ST@YEN VAR ALLE-
REDE BEGYNT A LYDE | GATENE OG LOKKET MEG UT. DETTE TOMME
VERELSE, HVIS GULV GYNGET OPP OG NED FOR HVERT SKRITT JEG
TOK BORTOVER DET, VAR SOM EN GISTEN, UHYGGELIG LIKKISTE, DET
VAR IKKE ORDENTLIG LAS FOR D@REN OG INGEN OVN | ROMMET. JEG
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DET VAR | DEN TID JEG GIKK OMKRING OG SULTET I KRISTIANIA,
DENNE FORUNDERLIGE BY SOM INGEN FORLATER F@R HAN HAR FATT
MERKER AV DEN. JEG LIGGER VAKEN PA MIN KVIST OG HORER EN
KLOKKE UNDER MEG SLA SEKS SLAG, DET VAR ALLEREDE GANSKE
LYST OG FOLK BEGYNTE A FERDES OPP OG NED | TRAPPENE. NEDE
VED DOREN, HVOR MITT ROM VAR TAPETSERT MED GAMLE NUMMER
AV «<MORGENBLADET», KUNNE JEG SA TYDELIG SE EN BEKJENTGJ@-
RELSE FRA FYRDIREKTOREN, OG LITT TIL VENSTRE DERFRA EN FET,
BUGNENDE ANNONSE FRA BAKER FABIAN OLSEN OM NYBAKT BR@D.
STRAKS JEG SLO OPP @YNENE BEGYNTE JEG AV GAMMEL VANE A
TENKE ETTER OM JEG HADDE NOE A GLEDE MEG TIL | DAG. DET
HADDE VART LITT KNAPT FOR MEG | DEN SISTE TIDEN, DEN ENE
ETTER DEN ANDRE AV MINE EIENDELER VAR BRAKT TIL «ONKEL», JEG
VAR BLITT NERV@S OG UTALMODIG, ET PAR GANGER HADDE JEG
OGSA LIGGET TIL SENGS EN DAGS TID AV SVIMMELHET. NA OG DA,
NAR LYKKEN VAR GOD, KUNNE JEG DRIVE DET TIL A FA FEM KRONER
AV ET ELLER ANNET BLAD FOR EN FOLJETONG. DET LYSNET MER OG
MER OG JEG GA MEG TIL A LESE PA ANNONSENE NEDE VED D@REN,
JEG KUNNE TIL OG MED SKIMTE DE MAGRE, GRINENDE BOKSTAVENE
OM «LIKSV@P HOS JOMFRU ANDERSEN, TIL HOYRE | PORTEN». DET
SYSSELSATTE MEG EN LANG STUND, JEG HORTE KLOKKEN SLA ATTE
NEDENUNDER F@R JEG STOD OPP OG KLEDDE PA MEG. JEG APNET
VINDUET OG SA UT. DER HVOR JEG STOD HADDE JEG UTSIKT TIL EN
KLESSNOR OG EN APEN MARK, LANGT UTE LA PIPEN TILBAKE AV EN
NEDBRENT SMIE HVOR NOEN ARBEIDERE VAR | FERD MED A RYDDE
OPP. JEG LA MEG MED ALBUENE NED | VINDUET OG STIRRET UT |
LUFTEN. DET BLE GANSKE VISST EN LYS DAG. HOSTEN VAR KOMMET,
DEN FINE, SVALE ARSTIDEN, HVOR ALLTING SKIFTER FARGE OG FOR-
GAR. STOYEN VAR ALLEREDE BEGYNT A LYDE | GATENE OG LOKKET
MEG UT. DETTE TOMME VARELSE, HVIS GULV GYNGET OPP OG NED
FOR HVERT SKRITT JEG TOK BORTOVER DET, VAR SOM EN GISTEN,
UHYGGELIG LIKKISTE, DET VAR IKKE ORDENTLIG LAS FOR D@REN OG
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It was during the time | wandered about and
starved in Christiania: Christiania, this sin-
gular city, from which no man departs wit-
hout carrying away the traces of his sojourn
there. | was lying awake in my attic and |
heard a clock below strike six. It was already
broad daylight, and people had begun to go
up and down the stairs. By the door where
the wall of the room was papered with old
numbers of the Morgenbladet, | could distin-
guish clearly a notice from the Director of

It was during the time | wandered about
and starved in Christiania: Christiania, this
singular city, from which no man departs
without carrying away the traces of his
sojourn there. | was lying awake in my attic
and | heard a clock below strike six. It was
already broad daylight, and people had
begun to go up and down the stairs. By the
door where the wall of the room was pape-
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IT WAS DURING THE TIME | WANDERED
ABOUT AND STARVED IN CHRISTIANIA:
CHRISTIANIA, THIS SINGULAR CITY, FROM
WHICH NO MAN DEPARTS WITHOUT CARRY-
ING AWAY THE TRACES OF HIS SOJOURN
THERE. | WAS LYING AWAKE IN MY ATTIC AND
| HEARD A CLOCK BELOW STRIKE SIX. IT WAS
ALREADY BROAD DAYLIGHT, AND PEOPLE
HAD BEGUN TO GO UP AND DOWN THE
STAIRS. BY THE DOOR WHERE THE WALL OF
THE ROOM WAS PAPERED WITH OLD NUM-

IT WAS DURING THE TIME | WANDERED
ABOUT AND STARVED IN CHRISTIANIA:
CHRISTIANIA, THIS SINGULAR CITY, FROM
WHICH NO MAN DEPARTS WITHOUT CARRY-
ING AWAY THE TRACES OF HIS SOJOURN
THERE. | WAS LYING AWAKE IN MY ATTIC
AND | HEARD A CLOCK BELOW STRIKE SIX.
IT WAS ALREADY BROAD DAYLIGHT, AND
PEOPLE HAD BEGUN TO GO UP AND DOWN
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It was during the time | wandered about and starved in Christiania:
Christiania, this singular city, from which no man departs without car-
rying away the traces of his sojourn there. | was lying awake in my
attic and | heard a clock below strike six. It was already broad
daylight, and people had begun to go up and down the stairs. By the
door where the wall of the room was papered with old numbers of the
Morgenbladet, | could distinguish clearly a notice from the Director of
Lighthouses, and a little to the left of that an inflated advertisement
of Fabian Olsens’ new-baked bread. The instant | opened my eyes |
began, from sheer force of habit, to think if | had anything to rejoice
over that day. | had been somewhat hard-up lately, and one after the
other of my belongings had been taken to my “Uncle.” | had grown
nervous and irritable. A few times | had kept my bed for the day with
vertigo. Now and then, when luck had favoured me, | had managed to
get five shillings for a feuilleton from some newspaper or other. It
grew lighter and lighter, and | took to reading the advertisements
near the door. | could even make out the grinning lean letters of “win-
ding- sheets to be had at Miss Andersen’s” on the right of it. That
occupied me for a long while. | heard the clock below strike eight as |
got up and put on my clothes. | opened the window and looked out.
From where | was standing | had a view of a clothes-line and an open
field. Farther away lay the ruins of a burnt-out smithy, which some
labourers were busy clearing away. | leant with my elbows resting on
the window-frame and gazed into open space. It promised to be a
clear day--autumn, that tender, cool time of the year, when all things
change their colour, and die, had come to us. The ever-increasing
noise in the streets lured me out. The bare room, the floor of which
rocked up and down with every step | took across it, seemed like a
gasping, sinister coffin. There was no proper fastening to the door, eit-
her, and no stove. | used to lie on my socks at night to dry them a little
by the morning. The only thing | had to divert myself with was a little
red rocking-chair, in which | used to sit in the evenings and doze and
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It was during the time | wandered about and starved in Christiania:
Christiania, this singular city, from which no man departs without
carrying away the traces of his sojourn there. | was lying awake in
my attic and | heard a clock below strike six. It was already broad
daylight, and people had begun to go up and down the stairs. By the
door where the wall of the room was papered with old numbers of
the Morgenbladet, | could distinguish clearly a notice from the Dire-
ctor of Lighthouses, and a little to the left of that an inflated adverti-
sement of Fabian Olsens’ new-baked bread. The instant | opened my
eyes | began, from sheer force of habit, to think if | had anything to
rejoice over that day. | had been somewhat hard-up lately, and one
after the other of my belongings had been taken to my “Uncle.” | had
grown nervous and irritable. A few times | had kept my bed for the
day with vertigo. Now and then, when luck had favoured me, | had
managed to get five shillings for a feuilleton from some newspaper
or other. It grew lighter and lighter, and | took to reading the adverti-
sements near the door. I could even make out the grinning lean let-
ters of “winding- sheets to be had at Miss Andersen’s” on the right of
it. That occupied me for a long while. | heard the clock below strike
eight as I got up and put on my clothes. | opened the window and
looked out. From where | was standing | had a view of a clothes-line
and an open field. Farther away lay the ruins of a burnt-out smithy,
which some labourers were busy clearing away. | leant with my
elbows resting on the window-frame and gazed into open space. It
promised to be a clear day--autumn, that tender, cool time of the
year, when all things change their colour, and die, had come to us.
The ever-increasing noise in the streets lured me out. The bare room,
the floor of which rocked up and down with every step | took across
it, seemed like a gasping, sinister coffin. There was no proper fas-
tening to the door, either, and no stove. | used to lie on my socks at
night to dry them a little by the morning. The only thing | had to
divert myself with was a little red rocking-chair, in which I used to sit
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IT WAS DURING THE TIME | WANDERED ABOUT AND STARVED IN
CHRISTIANIA: CHRISTIANIA, THIS SINGULAR CITY, FROM WHICH NO
MAN DEPARTS WITHOUT CARRYING AWAY THE TRACES OF HIS
SOJOURN THERE. | WAS LYING AWAKE IN MY ATTIC AND | HEARD A
CLOCK BELOW STRIKE SIX. IT WAS ALREADY BROAD DAYLIGHT, AND
PEOPLE HAD BEGUN TO GO UP AND DOWN THE STAIRS. BY THE DOOR
WHERE THE WALL OF THE ROOM WAS PAPERED WITH OLD NUMBERS
OF THE MORGENBLADET, | COULD DISTINGUISH CLEARLY A NOTICE
FROM THE DIRECTOR OF LIGHTHOUSES, AND A LITTLE TO THE LEFT OF
THAT AN INFLATED ADVERTISEMENT OF FABIAN OLSENS’ NEW-BAKED
BREAD. THE INSTANT | OPENED MY EYES | BEGAN, FROM SHEER
FORCE OF HABIT, TO THINK IF | HAD ANYTHING TO REJOICE OVER
THAT DAY. | HAD BEEN SOMEWHAT HARD-UP LATELY, AND ONE AFTER
THE OTHER OF MY BELONGINGS HAD BEEN TAKEN TO MY “UNCLE." |
HAD GROWN NERVOUS AND IRRITABLE. A FEW TIMES | HAD KEPT MY
BED FOR THE DAY WITH VERTIGO. NOW AND THEN, WHEN LUCK HAD
FAVOURED ME, | HAD MANAGED TO GET FIVE SHILLINGS FOR A FEUIL-
LETON FROM SOME NEWSPAPER OR OTHER. IT GREW LIGHTER AND
LIGHTER, AND I TOOK TO READING THE ADVERTISEMENTS NEAR THE
DOOR. | COULD EVEN MAKE OUT THE GRINNING LEAN LETTERS OF
"WINDING- SHEETS TO BE HAD AT MISS ANDERSEN'S"” ON THE RIGHT
OF IT. THAT OCCUPIED ME FOR A LONG WHILE. | HEARD THE CLOCK
BELOW STRIKE EIGHT AS | GOT UP AND PUT ON MY CLOTHES. | OPE-
NED THE WINDOW AND LOOKED OUT. FROM WHERE | WAS STANDING |
HAD A VIEW OF A CLOTHES-LINE AND AN OPEN FIELD. FARTHER AWAY
LAY THE RUINS OF A BURNT-OUT SMITHY, WHICH SOME LABOURERS
WERE BUSY CLEARING AWAY. | LEANT WITH MY ELBOWS RESTING ON
THE WINDOW-FRAME AND GAZED INTO OPEN SPACE. IT PROMISED TO
BE A CLEAR DAY--AUTUMN, THAT TENDER, COOL TIME OF THE YEAR,
WHEN ALL THINGS CHANGE THEIR COLOUR, AND DIE, HAD COME TO
US. THE EVER-INCREASING NOISE IN THE STREETS LURED ME OUT.
THE BARE ROOM, THE FLOOR OF WHICH ROCKED UP AND DOWN WITH
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IT WAS DURING THE TIME | WANDERED ABOUT AND STARVED IN
CHRISTIANIA: CHRISTIANIA, THIS SINGULAR CITY, FROM WHICH NO
MAN DEPARTS WITHOUT CARRYING AWAY THE TRACES OF HIS
SOJOURN THERE. | WAS LYING AWAKE IN MY ATTIC AND | HEARD A
CLOCK BELOW STRIKE SIX. IT WAS ALREADY BROAD DAYLIGHT, AND
PEOPLE HAD BEGUN TO GO UP AND DOWN THE STAIRS. BY THE DOOR
WHERE THE WALL OF THE ROOM WAS PAPERED WITH OLD NUMBERS
OF THE MORGENBLADET, | COULD DISTINGUISH CLEARLY A NOTICE
FROM THE DIRECTOR OF LIGHTHOUSES, AND A LITTLE TO THE LEFT
OF THAT AN INFLATED ADVERTISEMENT OF FABIAN OLSENS’ NEW-
BAKED BREAD. THE INSTANT | OPENED MY EYES | BEGAN, FROM
SHEER FORCE OF HABIT, TO THINK IF | HAD ANYTHING TO REJOICE
OVER THAT DAY. | HAD BEEN SOMEWHAT HARD-UP LATELY, AND ONE
AFTER THE OTHER OF MY BELONGINGS HAD BEEN TAKEN TO MY
"UNCLE.” I HAD GROWN NERVOUS AND IRRITABLE. A FEW TIMES | HAD
KEPT MY BED FOR THE DAY WITH VERTIGO. NOW AND THEN, WHEN
LUCK HAD FAVOURED ME, | HAD MANAGED TO GET FIVE SHILLINGS
FOR A FEUILLETON FROM SOME NEWSPAPER OR OTHER. IT GREW
LIGHTER AND LIGHTER, AND | TOOK TO READING THE ADVERTISE-
MENTS NEAR THE DOOR. | COULD EVEN MAKE OUT THE GRINNING
LEAN LETTERS OF “WINDING- SHEETS TO BE HAD AT MISS ANDER-
SEN’S” ON THE RIGHT OF IT. THAT OCCUPIED ME FOR A LONG WHILE. I
HEARD THE CLOCK BELOW STRIKE EIGHT AS | GOT UP AND PUT ON
MY CLOTHES. | OPENED THE WINDOW AND LOOKED OUT. FROM
WHERE | WAS STANDING | HAD A VIEW OF A CLOTHES-LINE AND AN
OPEN FIELD. FARTHER AWAY LAY THE RUINS OF A BURNT-OUT
SMITHY, WHICH SOME LABOURERS WERE BUSY CLEARING AWAY. |
LEANT WITH MY ELBOWS RESTING ON THE WINDOW-FRAME AND
GAZED INTO OPEN SPACE. IT PROMISED TO BE A CLEAR DAY--
AUTUMN, THAT TENDER, COOL TIME OF THE YEAR, WHEN ALL THINGS
CHANGE THEIR COLOUR, AND DIE, HAD COME TO US. THE EVER-IN-
CREASING NOISE IN THE STREETS LURED ME OUT. THE BARE ROOM,
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Other Symbols
®O™er

Mathematical Symbols
+-X+=£><2<tx~n00 AN

QATTEVUf[O/ % %

Currency Symbols
$SEE€¥CNGCHEBCH

Tabular Lining Figures
24.01.1960 » 24.01.1960

Superscript
Foot note2 » Foot note?

Ordinals
1a 1o » 13 10
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Supported Languages

Store Norske Trafikk

Afrikaans
Albanian
Azerbaijani
Basque
Bemba
Bosnian
Breton
Catalan
Croatian
Czech
Danish
Dutch
Dutch
English
Esperanto
Estonian
Faroese
Finnish
French
Galician
German
Greenlandic
Hungarian
Icelandic
Inari Sami
Indonesian

Irish

Italian

Latin

Latvian
Lithuanian
Lule Sami
Luxembourgeois
Maltese
Northern Sami
Norwegian
Polish
Portuguese
Scottish
Serbian
Slovak
Slovenian
Somali
Southern Sami
Spanish
Swalhili
Swedish
Tamazight
Turkish

Uzbek

Welsh
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